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Summary: 


Saturos is Felix’s hero except when he’s his villain. 
No, wait. That’s not right. 


Saturos is Felix’s villain even when he’s his hero. 


be my gravity (hold me down) 


Author's Note: 


Please be mindful of the tags on this fic. This is probably 
triggering on like...20 different levels but I'm confident 
I've tagged everything that needs to be covered, so if 
you're sensitive to graphic depictions of abusive 
relationships or anything else in the tags, please use 
your discretion about whether or not this fic is okay for 
you to read because | can't come to your house and hit 
the back button for you if you need it. 


Trying a different writing style with this, might be weird 
to read because | wrote it to be purposefully disjointed 
but I like how it turned out. 


Felix comes to with burning, bleary eyes, gagging on water 
that tastes like rust as he turns violently on his side and 
coughs what feels like an ocean's worth of wetness out of his 
body. 


Everything aches. 


Everything hurts. 


Everything but the hot palm resting on the back of his neck 
and the fingers carding gently through his hair. 


A deep voice murmurs to him softly, reassuring him with 
words his burning ears can’t understand. 


Felix blinks up through gritty eyes, barely taking in silvery 
blue hair and silvery blue skin and eyes as red as blood 
boring down at him before what little of the world he can see 
spins around him and he can’t find the strength to keep his 
eyes open any longer. 


He passes out to the sound of that deep voice telling him 
softly, “Easy, boy, you’re fine now. You’re safe. | promise 
you.” 


And Felix believes them, whoever they are. 


He believes them. 


Saturos hits Felix for the first time when Felix is barely 
healed from his ordeal, only just able to stand on his own 
two feet and actually move them forward in order to walk on 
their own. 


Felix doesn’t remember why it happened, is the funny thing. 


He just remembers a hot open palm against his cheek and 
ringing in his ear. 


He remembers the sting of his skin, the instant glaze of tears 
that had come across his eyes in reaction to it. 


He remembers how it shocked him more than it pained. 


He remembers seeing that shock reflected back in Saturos' 
own face. 


He remembers Saturos’ apology, how he'd said he hadn't 
meant to do it but that Felix needed to learn not to test his 
temper. That Felix needed to understand the stress Saturos 
was under in trying to get them all back to Prox alive. 


And Felix remembers how Saturos had put his palm on 
Felix's cheek - the same hand that had hit him on the same 
side of his face it had hit - and smiled at Felix slow and 
gentle and asked him, "You can be good for me, can't you, 
Felix? You have nothing to worry about as long as you're 
good." 


Saturos is the most fascinating man Felix has ever known 
and Felix is a little in awe of him if he’s honest with himself. 


The man knows all sorts of things Felix has never heard of 
about the land that surrounds them on their journey and 
about the psyenergy Felix is only just now getting a handle 
on using thanks to Saturos’ tutelage, and even putting his 
knowledge aside, Felix feels like he could just /ook at 
Saturos forever if he thought Saturos wouldn’t get 
exasperated with him for it. 


Menardi looks cool, too, of course, but she’s so mean and 
Snappish that Felix finds himself staying as far away from 
her as he can, sticking close to Saturos’ side. 


Saturos is amused by his behavior and laughs long and hard 
when Felix explains that he feels comfortable around 
Saturos, safer with him than with Menardi or even his 
parents. 


It's a nice laugh, Felix thinks, even if it makes him feel 
flushed and warm. 


Saturos is amused by that, too, and when Felix finally huffs 
and asks him what’s so funny, Saturos just shakes his head 
and says vaguely, “Oh, I’m sure you'll understand some 
day.” 


And Felix doesn’t get it but then Saturos puts an arm around 
his shoulders and leads Felix off to show him some kind of 
fighting stance and the weight of that arm against Felix’s 
body makes him forget about the entire thing. 


Saturos is handsy with Felix when they spar. 


Intimate. 


Violent. 


His hands squeeze at Felix’s flesh, dragging down his sides. 


His nails dig into Felix’s skin hard enough to leave scratches 
behind even over Felix’s clothes. 


When Saturos pins Felix down, he holds him with a grip hard 
enough to bruise and presses his body flush along Felix’s 
back, pushing Felix’s face into the dirt and something hard 
right against Felix’s ass that makes Felix mewl under him in 
distress and plead to be let up. 


And every time Saturos releases him, it’s with a smile. 


He tells Felix he did well but to try harder, to fix this, to do 
this instead of that. 


He pulls Felix up with a strong hand and a pat on the back 
and they continue. 


On and on and on, until they’re both filthy and exhausted 
and Felix feels like his entire body is an open wound ripped 
into bloody being by Saturos’ hands. 


Saturos teaches Felix how to identify plants. 


How to haggle. 


How to heal. 


How to be strong. 


Saturos teaches Felix how to be a man. 


Saturos teaches Felix how to wrap his hand around Saturos' 
cock and play with it until Saturos is biting into Felix's 
shoulder to silence his pleasure. 


How to kiss. 


How to sit quiet and still with his head in Saturos' lap while 
the man pushes his fingers into Felix's mouth and tells him 
to suck them like they're his favorite sweet 


How to spread his legs and hold himself open for Saturos to 
look at him in his most hidden places while Felix, burning 
red and filled with hot shame, pushes his fingers inside of 


himself and twist them until he’s moaning from the way it 
makes his cock throb and ache for release. 


Saturos teaches Felix how to be a man. 


Felix’s parents pull him aside and tell him they’re worried 
about how much time he’s spending with Saturos and the 
influence the man has on him. 


Felix laughs at them, face bright. 


“Saturos is showing me all kinds of things | never learned 
with Kraden! | don’t know why you're so worried! See, watch 
this--" 


Felix barely gets to see his parents in Prox but when he does 
they look at him with nothing but horror and pity and fear. 


When they actually get to speak they ask him in furitive 
tones, “Are you alright, son? Are you---are you being treated 
alright?” 


And Felix stays silent. 


Silent. 


Silent. 


So damingly silent. 


His parents stop asking him if he’s okay. 


It relieves him when the day comes and they don’t ask. 


He never forgives them for it. 


Saturos is his mentor, his protector from Menardi, his friend. 


Felix is more interested in him than he ever has been in 
anyone else in the world. 


He misses home, of course, but he doesn’t think he’d be 
okay if he could never see Saturos again, either. 


He thinks he’d miss Saturos, too, if he were gone. 


Saturos is his mentor, his jailor, his torturer. 


Felix is more interested in him than he ever has been in 
anyone else in the world. 


He misses home. 


He can’t imagine a life without Saturos. 


He knows he won’t be okay if he could never see Saturos 
again. 


Saturos has told him so. 


He thinks he’d miss Saturos, too, if he was gone, the same 
way one misses an infected wound when it finally heals and 
the scar tissue looks more foreign to their eyes than the 
bloody, rotted, leaking flesh it used to be did. 


Saturos is gentle with Felix. 


He presses light trailing kisses down Felix’s spine. 


He runs a hot palm up and down Felix’s chest. 


He cards his fingers through Felix’s hair. 


He lets Felix sit on his cock and ride him at such a slow pace 
that the sun rises and sets again by the time they’ve both 


come. 


He tells Felix he’s a good boy, that he’s so good for doing as 
Saturos tells him, that he’ll be rewarded for his goodness, 
that--- 


Saturos is monstrous to Felix. 


He bites down Felix’s back, leaving bloody teeth marks 
behind. 


He slaps Felix across the face, spanks him across the ass. 


He pulls at Felix’s hair until Felix thinks he’s going to rip it 
out and leave Felix bald. 


He forces Felix to choke on his cock until it’s nice and wet 
and then he makes Felix ride him until Saturos comes and 
Felix is thrown off of Saturos onto the floor, his own cock 
hard between his thighs caged up with no release in sight. 


He tells Felix he’s a slut, a whore, that he should chain Felix 
up outside in the snow and let every man in Prox fuck him 
until he’s died from hypothermia and that they’ll let the 
dogs fuck him then and that Felix will probably enjoy every 
minute of it, that--- 


Saturos is... 


Saturos is... 


Felix comes to again with a warm fire roaring at his side, his 
head in someone's lap and gentle hands running through his 
hair so soothingly that he almost wants to slip back into 
sleep. 


He doesn't, though. 


Instead he blinks his eyes open and see silvery blue hair and 
Skin, red eyes looking down at him. 


The man stares at him for a moment before his lips curl up 
into a slow, languid smile. 


“Welcome back to the land of the living, Felix.” He says. 
“Your parents have been very worried about you.” 


Felix makes a sleepy noise of confusion. This man 
has...scales? Pointy ears? Felix has never seen anyone who 
looks like this before in his life, he’s not quite sure if he’s not 
still dreaming right now. “Who—who are---?” 


“I’m Saturos, Felix. I’m the man who saved your life.” 


Felix sits on their shared cot, biting his lips nervously as he 
watches Saturos gather up their supplies for the coming 
journey. 


He opens his mouth, stops himself. 


Hesitates. 


Reconsiders. 


Opens his mouth again, “Are you sure this is a good idea?” 


Saturos sighs. "We've discussed this." 


Felix knows that. Remembers those discussions vividly, 
remembers the way his parents had cried with joy at the 
thought of returning to Vale before Menardi crushed that joy 
and told them that obviously they wouldn’t be going and 
remembers the way his own breathing had come in so quick 
that Saturos had had to drag him out of the building to 
somewhere quiet where he could talk Felix down before he 
made himself pass out. 


"| know we did, | guess I’m just--" 


"Nervous?" 


"Yes." Felix breathes it out. 


Saturos smirks at him. “There’s no reason to be nervous, 
Felix. l'II be there with you the entire time and you know I'll 
protect you, don’t you? | won’t let anyone take you away 
even if you are recognized. Trust me on that.” 


It’s both a reassurance and a threat. 


Felix believes him. 


He’s not sure if he feels reassured or threatened or both but-- 


Felix believes him. 


Saturos dies and Felix feels free. 


Relieved.. 


Safe. 


If he says it enough to himself, maybe he'll believe it. 


Saturos dies. 


Saturos dies. 


Saturos dies. 


Saturos dies and Felix feels--- 


Saturos dies. 


Fortunately for Felix 


Unfortunately for Felix 


Life still goes on. 


